the nonsense he had talked, did beset his mind. The
sickening savour of stale lies pervaded his whole being. As
he was shaving before the mirror, he eyed himself with
disgust, and muttered reproaches at his reflection. As he
ate his breakfast in the kitchen with Pierrette and Frederic
he felt particularly uncomfortable. He reflected that on the
previous evening he had been drinking champagne with a
German captain who might one day have Frederic shot.
Even admitting that this was an unlikely chance, the
spectacle presented to a German officer of a French pater-
familias sprawling publicly in the arms of a girl was in
itself sufficiently disgusting. And then there was that
shameful impulse of fear which he had not been able
completely to conceal.

'Papa/ said Frederic, in a firm and rather aggressive
tone, ' I need some shoes. The soles are through and now
the uppers have gone too/

c It's true/ said Pierrette, in quiet support of her brother,
e his shoes are just coming to bits.5

' Very well, then/ said Michaud, ' you must buy a pair.'

Frederic, who expected an outburst of ill-temper, was
quite taken aback. His father's manner was genial and
almost pressing as he added :

* And mind you get something solid, even if it does cost
a little more.'

That morning Michaud was surprised to find himself
almost running to his office. He was in a hurry to get back
to the wholesome atmosphere of work, and especially to
Lolivier's friendship, which did not admit of any lies.
When he arrived he had an altercation with Solange who
had stood Eusebe in a corner for being impertinent. With
his nose against a box-file and his hands behind his back,
the boy stood with drooping head, revealing the skinny,
pallid neck of the lymphatic adolescent. Michaud was
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